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LUCILLE BAIDWIN VAN SLYKE E

Tommy O'Nrien, aged ten, dearly
loved to awe all the pew ehildren who
moved into hiz part of Dix Street with
the uncanny tale of pnutly Iady
wot lives in de swell end of do street.”

JAN' THE LEETLE RAREE THAD
DON' FUGE

For Ald he not know all the thrilling
deiafls of the Indy's “nuttiness”? Wag
not his own mother intimately oon-
nected throush her profession  sho
was & lsundress) with the eatire nf
fair?

IBut when lttle Nagilelh Sewaya
heavd 1he story, only half o iretiend-

ing Towm r vernaciliny, ltvely
dusky eyes asked myriad guestiong
that her faltering English could not
EXPTESES,

Gieraldine Sehmidt, who had heard
the story before and alwaya treated the
entire affair with maddening Teuronle
indifference, made a stolll attempt to
vlncidate Tommy's narrative

“She aindt regular bughouse, Nuzly,"
the explained while Nazileh groped for
the meaning of the word “nutiy™, “shn
don't throw no fits, vet, nor she don't
CUTRE]
yust nutty."”

“Oxcuse thad T ask,” murmured the
Hitle Svrinn perplexedly, “whad ees
pet thad you eall booz ‘ouse?”

Tommy nnd Gernldine eyed their
tricnd with pliying disgust, “Gee,"” ex-
ploded Tonpay, “ain't | never goln® to
lolrn youse N° Yolk y

“Oxcuse murmured Nazileh peni-
tently, “me, | theenk you linf natl 1nll
theas ad me, thees Lhad you eall”-=her
volee wavered but with Orlental pe
tience che made the attempt, “thees—

talk

vou Jus' call woorm ‘ouse’

And when Tommy had recovered
from the nolgy mirth into whirh Na
2iloh's attempt at Wiom had thrus
him, he made one lust gigaonlic cifort
At explanation

“Biughouse is being 80 nutiy  dal

dey hus to chuek vouse [n Matiywan
—e lady haln't got dat bad yet, but
ghe don't netice nothing 'nd she don't
know nohindy she ust to 'nd de gent
hes a nurae eoll wid a white cap a-
gtayin® wid her all de thme"

“An' the lectle babee thad go dead?
The nutiy ladee don’ forgeet heem?"”
Naozlleh demanded, hugzing her baby
hirother €0 close that he heat her with
his dmpled fisis

“Dat's wot 'm tellln® yonsge ™ reiter-
ated Tommy for the twentieth time;
after de kid goes dead de lndy goes
off her nut—'nd den's de time de gent
gives me mudder all de swell clothes
nd de buggy ‘nd Cings dat dey has for
de dead kid. Mo mudder'd show you
gome of de clothes yet, but de buggy
we solle ‘connt of me Kid brother is a
good walker now.”

Naziloh slghed. She had hoped 1t
wonld be a nieoe story: all the storviea
ghe heard were Lreasiures to oarry home
1o Umn Antar, her mother, and Abu
Asnand, her grandfathor, to tell ihom
while they counted Juces in the twl
Mght. Dut her gensitive heart knew
that this atory of the “notiy” lady waa
far too sorrowful to iell those pad-eyea
people.

“I tells you wot I does" promised
Tommy genernusly.
me up Mx Street wid

e wash—"nil

Nuzly, yousge can help feteh 'nd Hkely

youse will get a squint at her—she
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GO DEAD?
ET MEEMTY

THE NUTTY LADEL

=it In Ae bark vard—de gent has it
fixed up awfnl swell for hier  Gee, 12
on e ecorner ‘'nd dey’'s n hunch of treez
around—he's gat a swell fence made
up hieh out of bricks ‘nd all around
de rap of de fenen s jugs wid wege-

taliles growin' in ‘em ‘nd dey's a swell
gite ‘'nd  inglde”—liis valre dropped
Impressively, “inslde dat gare dev's a

foutitain squirtin® 'nd a bineh of chalirs
nround 'nd de nurse zoll sits wwatehin’
de nutty Iady ‘nd de nuity lady sits
a-watehin® nothin'—"

A1 last Nazileh hogan to comprehenid,

“Me—I know." sho Interrupied eag-
erlv, “thad Ilades-—she hafl the eves
waoth gorrow-—slin nol gee? Eas that
noed whad yon enll antiy? Me, 1 know
those cves L\I'l‘”l ROTTOW—0an A '![I!"
thad wy fathalee ees ool me mothaire
mos' neaplee haf thoee Keen' of fy !
Eof a ladee haf o sorvow in hor henpt"
— Nuzlleh's slender hands were piressed
agninst her dingy dresz and her dark
eves were wide whh hoarror—"an' slie
hold thad sarrow monch too tight een

her heart an' ned o eet eome from
her pvies weelh fony by sin Ly thad
oyeE ers ol hlind woeth gorrow-—eet
veE n thewsng ver' sad ™

Honest, Jdid yer mudder
demanded Tommy onrerly,
vpzlleh nodded slowly,

e bat eet: she nod nevalre talk:
ghe nodd nevalre gmile; &he nod nevalre
look thees way'—ihe 1tle
gtared blankly and her
piout) dronped—"1nt come a4 time Al-
Wil =en' ta her thad geefl of tears, an'

get "

\ ghe
1''a nveg

vhid sorrow—whad you theenlt, thed
IPTOW | wieen ot of her eves—nod
nll,' Nanileh sighed, “but mos' all an’

o ghe ees spealc with me, her

Haughtalrs, an' wooth Antar, thees ha-
hee, un” weeth all peoples thad she hnf
know—nonlee but ghe weel nod speak
Wit thad sorrow—eet ces thad my
fiuthatre cog Keel"

“Cpee 't snld Tommy thoughtfully, "1
dent want ddat for mine! De lady,
glie's got |t pood 'nd plenty! It's de
foal ting—she don't know nuthin'—
wall t11]l youse sons her-—she won't let
on slie sees youse—she looks right t'ro
youse."

The baby walled fretfully. Nazileh
1"fted him from the curhstone to put
lilm In his perambuliator

“Thees bahee," shoe panted proudly,
“aivg grow lecke the cole wugein' -go
mooeh he welgh—eef | nod hnf theea
cury-——"

Tho “eoln waggein'* was sucking his
plater's neck g0 lovingly that she could
not talk for joy. When his mplst ca-
resg was ended she plumped him on
the shahby cushions and clapped her
hania

“Alet Ale'" ghe cried. “Who haf a
ride leeke a peach balice? Antar, An
tir Sewayae, mos' hes' nlee hahee een
Amearon! 1Hen a perahmboolate!™

For the perambulator was the pride
of fime Leamt To oblaln It she had

(D

cheerfully tolled six weary Saturdays,

“Thoisiay | goes washing floora for the Duteh haker

lady, while Antar fretted unceasingly
in a aticky keg with a label that guar.
anteed the contents to be "twenty-five
Ibs. net, strictly pure ecurrant jell"
The Duteh baker lady had not parted
with the precious vehicle cheaply by
any means, nor until the springs nf
tha wreok refused to support the
welght of her awn pudgy offspring.
But to Nazllelh's eyes 1t wag won(der-
ful, its sldes wern g1l shiny with the
gumimy varnish danhbed upon 1t by tha
“aew sacond hander” who had sold It
to Mri. Schmldt) its guard straps were
ftill sticky from the sweets that the
O'Brien baby had lavished upon them
before he became a good “walker.”
Mry, O'Brien had falrly wept when she
gold It to the *second hander.'”
“You'll niver have the ke of this
In yer shop again, Mister Solom’n,” gha
assured him; "'t was the rich as
bought it—'nd havin' lost their young,
God rest hig pretty soul, they glve me
tha bugey for me own that's the age of
one they lost—you're falr robhin’ a
poor dead bahy by payin’ no more for it.”
It was certainly true that the pnor
battered cart dil  retain, somshow,
gomething of its former smariness
The glory of the eollapsible hood fhint
woild no longer eollapse, the wonder.
ful rattle of the wheels, with the rub-
ber almost roited from the tires, werns
thinza to he very prowd af: Lt hest
of all was the lHitle gllded monoeram
on the footboard, much tarnished to be
sure, bt still o memory of the first
wee occupant, Nazilehh pozzled a great
deal over the invalved eurves of the
old Enulish lettering, It was much pret.
tier than that in the schanl hook, al-
moal ns pretty as the graceful Arehie
that ber grandfather taught her to love.
Antar nearly wore the skin from lils
dimpled fingors trying to pull the
pretty gllt triflos away. While he
pilled hea made soft, adoralle hahy
noises. Nazileh solemnly believed he
wag “readin’ the nice story.” and (I his
seraphic smile meant anything he
eurely read a very happy tale,
In her rapture aver tha cart and lts
beloved occupant she hegan to move
away from her friends withont

any
eonsciousness of thelr being.  She
emliled dreamily as she strutted he-

tween the handle Liars and the dllapt-
dated hood; the handles were far too
wobbly to trust golng down grivle. She
was pretending that she was o very

rich Iady taking her own Httle boy
to o wonderful confectioner’s shop
where ghe was going o buy him o
Iarge thick handfnl of Tizzy spin sugne

candy and a little ‘round mumeoul with

flizn Insidy

Tommy sighed hesvily as he goazod
nfter her.

‘Dat's a date for Thaisdav,” lia

screamed, “youse remeniloer
around, Nuzly."
“l leeke thad 1 go,” called Nazlleh

tn hand

@Geraldine drooped despondently.

“Halndt you poing to take me, loo,
Tommy?" ahe aslod,

And Tommy tose gearnfully.

"Mon't butt in he advised bruskly,
“'nd youse won't cet trun down,”

M Thursday, cheerfully tugeine at
one handle of the clothea bhasket, for
perhaps after nll It was not only love
thnt had moved Tormmy to ask her,
Nazileh toolk her fitst journey to the
up-town end of Dis Street. Her darkly
fringed eves opened whiler and wider
a8 she stared at 'he bitd of lawn and
at shining howot whose windows,
“efery one¢ haf lave—same keen® pat-
tern thad ethaire woendow haf” and
when they finaliv reached the charm-
ing old corner guarded by high bhrick
walls she drew & deop bhreath.

“Tommeg-ad-hreon,” she asked softly,
*ees thad nutty iladen the ladee of a
sultan or a Leg?"

“A what?"

“A reech mans--leske thad you ecall
preeseaden’ or niclonairs?”

Nope,"” he replied, "she hain't, but 1
het you any money ha could he a nald-
erman if he'd ge! out In de distriet—
ha's de goods, he is"

Aronnd the eorner at the hlg gate-
way they pinl down the hasket and
Tommy reached ip for the hell,

The bhoy peered cautinusly through
the gratings

“Sauint,” he ordered teraely,
thore "

Nuzileh nodded, too awestricken for
word#; she shiverad ns she etepped
close to the ornamental bars and then
she Jooked for the firgt time at the
autiy' Indy.

Slender and drpopineg, sitting Mst-
lessly in a great willow chalr, white
fingers twistineg a bt of gay ribban,
gray oveg staring ot nothing at all——

Nazileh drew a long glghing breath,
her expressive little linnds flew to her
henrt

“Allah mus' sen’ thee tears, lofely
ladeo,"” she whispered, her own dark
eves filled with sadness, “Allah, muas’,
lofely lades, weeth eyes of porrow!"

"Gee!" pasped Tommy o5 the maid
opened the gate, “cut it ent)  Nuzly,
vousge looks nutly yourssif!*

Often in the days that followed the
Tittle Syrian gat hrooding over the rec:
olloction  of that  drooping woman
Once she canght up Antar and hugged
him go clogely that le squenled all his
funny Ittle Orlental squenly.

“"Thon' you go dead. an® make ma
nutty, she whispered possionptely:
“me—eof you do thad 1 weel slaaap you
goad, leclie that bad  Dooteh lades
sla-ap thad bad Dootch bahea!"

And onee at night, when sho lay
awale watching the wonderful estars,
mhe made a little praver, stratchine out
her hands as she had seen Futher 8his-
lklm, the priest, do, when he prayviod

“Eef vou plesse, Allal)” sk murs
mured, 1 leeke thad you take a leetle
time—jus’ leetle, to sen' thad lofely

“She's
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“ TOMMEEOODRBREREN, EF# THAD NUTTY LADEE . ¢
YOU CALL PREESEEDEN' OR MELONAIRS?™

polltely: “est peg mos' keen thad yon
ask me, Tommee-of-hreen "

UOes'™ murmured the lovestricken
Tammy, “dat goil'a got de swelleat
manwmr In dls whole town—I weuldak
mind 1ekdn’ her anywheres "

TEELE THAD

Iadee the geeft of tenrs—1to take Away
thad eyea of sorrow, please, amen.”

If Tommy O'Brien bhad not heen &
voung man of many aWaira, hio
mother's cuztomers would have cer
tainly enjoyed a more prompt dellvery

of their clean linen. There eamn a
Thursday whon Tommy elipped away
gurreptitiourly on a little matter of
hia own and auite forgot that he was
to ecarry clean sheets to tha Nortons'

housekeener, His mother, sorciy vexed,
ealled te Nazlleh as shoe waa return-

ing from school.

last he suecrceeded; & tiny pllt letter
was looge In Lis dimpled hand

“Ah! Ah! Ale!" he egguealed.

The staring eyes were vary bhright
now, they wandered searchingly about
the pretty garden, and finally they saw
the waving baby hand.

Bhe dragpged herself out of the chair

“NUZLY, DOES YOUSE KNOW WHERE ME BOY TOM WINTI"

“Npglv! she cried from her bnse-
ment window, and Nazileh, drilled
with in Oriental sense of obedience Lo
one's clders, loew with a swiftness that
belled her langulil grace, “Nuzly, does
youse know where e boy Ton wint?"

Nazileh's dark lashes drooped on her
olivetinted clieck,

“Sle—I am mps' ead thad 1
lknow.” she answered evasively

“Watt t111 I get my hands on 'im,"”
promized Mrs. O'Brien ardently, "walt
till 1 o™

Nazileh waite] patiently; waitlng
eomea eaclly to Syriang. “"Whad ees
et thad you wiun'?” she asked politely.

“1 want these gheets carrled oop the
gtreet to the big house,” answerad Mrs
O'Brien, with many loquacious detalls
of why she wanted them earried and
what she would do to her son for not
carrving them and generally speaking
what she thoucsht of a boy who had in-
herited =uch lax tendenciea from his
futher

“Thad ‘ouse weeth the nutty ladee?"
quericd Nozilell hreathlessly. “Me, |
weol 1ake thad theengs for yon."”

“You're all right, if you are a dago,"”
AMrs, OVBrien answered effusively ns
she handed the bundle to the ehild;
“(joil Nljea ye, it's not your fault that
you g one"

“Oxense' murmired Nazlleh  po-
Miely, “1 ees nod danagn. Me, 1 ees
come from lan' of Syreeah!™

Halfway down the Bloek she paused
thoughtfally.

“Me 1 o gaol Antar, he weel ride
an' carry the theenps!' gha declded.

Mresently she was oncé mora jour-
neving uptown with the sheets care
fully tucied fn the foot of the batterad
peranihulator, and  Antar, drowsily
sineing Wimselt 1o gleep, safely strap-
ped to the enahilons

She arrived at the zreat {ron gates
mitte breathless, but when she repchad
glin canld not guite tanch the hall. Bhe
could see the “lofely ladee sitting In
hor willow shalr, This time the chajr
was vory near the graveled path that
1] to the doorway of the houge. Juat
as the child reached for the bell the
nnran disappeared within the house
The gate wis na! quite fast; Nazileh
pushed 1t apen eoftly and pulled the
perambntator Inside, and then, when
she had fixed the riekety bhrake, =he
giarted eantiously down the path with
the bundle of shects, tiptoeing when
sho possed the lady, but  the lady
never looked, she sat staring at noth-
ing nt all, twisting a bit of gay ribbon
in her white finears

Antar wuas not gnite nsleep; pres-
ently he sat up and purgled with sur
prige: he d1d not ke 1o &1t &till in
his wonderful perpmbulator: he wanted
to move. Hig fingers fumbled at the
handle of the brake; It flggled delight-
fully. The graveled path aloped gently
townrd the lady, the brake elicked it
golf loose from the fat little fingers,
and the eart volled smonthly down the
path toward the drooping woman.

But the wegman did not sen; her eyes
were. indeed, “hlind with sorrow.”

Antar slghod softly, then he leaned
aver the etraps and bepan hig old
game of plaving with the 1fttle gilt
monogram on the foothoard,

“Afeun-um,” he gnrgled, very muech
n® any haby gurgles, “a-ah—aah—"" he
samiz contentedly

The droaping waman Hfted her head,
ahe seemed to be Hstening, she frowned
a little, she was very thoughtful

Antar gave an extra hard pull.

noi

At

and crept siowly down the path, she
knelt by the battered old perambula-
tor, and her flugers, too, were playing
with the Ittle monogram

“R E N her voles sald sweetly,

“R E N sprlls bahy—doesn't 117 doesn't
1t? and then sho drew a long sohhing
breath—and thops cume to her the

“gift of tears.”

woman with closed eyes into the houss

In her terror she pughed the rickety
peramhulator home so faat that Antal
bounced alout in an ecstasy of baby
glee, and ail the while he hid in hi
fat lttle hand a dlngy gilt letter “N.

All through that afternoon and fas
into that awful night a little girl tried
to forget thowe white, shut eyes; alf
through & dreadful morning in &
aschnol-room she hid her face In haf
hands and would not speak. And whey
noon came sghe eould endure It ne
ionger, Lut dragged herself up Dir
Street and stared through a great lron
gateway.

The fountaln was there and the
pretty chalrs, just as they had been
yastorday, but this time there was only
a man sitting under the trees.

After a long time Nazileh called to
him.

“Meester,” she cried softly and de-
gpairingly, I lseke thad wyou please
tell ad me—thad lofely ladese—that
nutty lader~—eeg she go dead leeke her
leetle bahea?" A

The man got up and went over to
the gate gquickly.

The little eirl dragged out her ques-
tion once more,

“The ladee—the pretty lades—-*"

The man swung the gate wide,

“Are vou the one who brought that
baby here?" he asked.

Nazileh nodded.

And then the man did a very strange
thing; he caught her in hiz arms and
kigsed Ler

“God liless you, child,” he whispered
throatily; *“she isn't dead and—and
fhe {sn’t going to be '‘nutty’ any more,
she's going to get well—just think of
that!"

Nazileh struggled to her feet, her

dark eyes lifted themselves very
eweetly.
“Thad | mos' nice of Allah,” she

sald, “he haf sen’ thad geeft of tears
—Jug' to weep away thad sorrow—
thad eves thad was weeth sorrow. Me,
I am mos'—mos' nutty weeth gladnesz
~—the lofely ladee!"

And zuddenly, shyness avertook her.
She made the pretty Syrign obelsance
a8 ler mother huad tatught her, touch-
ing her heart, her lips and her head
with her slender hand and then she
whirled about swifily and fled through
1l gateway.

And az she ran she sang a funny 14
tle sobbing song under her breath ¢

RITE DRAGGED HERSELY OUT OF TITH CHALR AN KNELT BY THE !

BATTERED QLD

A frightened nurse flew across the
garden, a man-gorvant hurriedly nuehed
the Hittle cart with the laughing brahy
down the path, and Nazlleh came out
of the kitehen doorwav fust in time
to see dhere cairying a white, lmp

PERAMBL LATVR

the same ltte tine that she ofton sam
Lo Antar:

“The Infely Indes—" she sane,
“he lofely 1adee
Me, 1 lofn the lofely ladea)®™




